_ _ An Aniver . 
To the forcd Marrige; 


Or, the old mans vindication, 
I Read a Song a Day or two ago, | wo” 
Which ſays that Celia now grown whoriſh too, 
And makes a fine pretence becauſe ſhe's wed, 

To one that's old, ſhe need muſt wrong his bed: 
I of her wantonneſs having fuſpition, 
Haveſearch'd, and found out the old mans condition; 
And now I plainly ſee ſhe wrengs him much, 
She onely had a mind to take a touch; 
With ſome fond feoliſh youngſter, not for need, 
For her old man as well can do the deed : 
As moſt men ean, and this may ſatisfie, 
That Celia doth her husband much belye. 
The Tune is, Celia's my Fee, 
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Ante Celia's a Who1e, 
Ale abide her no moze, 
Let her go, 
Since J now, 
—— —.— in ſloze- * 
| was ; Pethinks their advice, 
Chat a tat der known, aw: when wiſe ; 


SELLLLLLELETLEERLRE LEY 


Who ſcozng 
And hozng me, 
And ſwears ſhe l be gone. — 
Parents took care, much copn, 
— wealth be ſhould ſhare, And her kreedom tos jon: 
Crying Daughter, With that Pouth, 
Hereafter, Who in truth, - 


Be wile and beware, now enjoxs what is mine, 
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— 
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She ſwears J am a ſof, Obe has taught me the way, 
Delozm d and what not, Foz to ſpozt and to play, 
She map leave me, 


A will cheri my bldod, 
With the beff of all food, 
B1isk Wine, 

Shall be mine, 

And all things that are good. 


Then thinkeit not 
a range ; 


